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	1. Chapter 1: Selection Day

**Hi guys, so after SUCH A LONG HIATUS, I'm finally back! Don't worry, I'm not dead, I just hit a writer's block and life happened. And I discovered a new game into which I've sunk hundreds of hours: Monster Hunter! Legends of Terra will be back soon, I promise, but I've decided to also give you guys a new story to skim. You're welcome.**

Prologue

_There is a place, one of rolling hills and valleys, where strange creatures roam. Wondrous beasts of every color and shape traipse the endless horizon or stretch wings upon the sky, each with its own niche in the ecological balance. They are the hunters and the hunted, from the oldest of the great Elder Dragons to the humblest herbivore, each in his place, and each faithfully documented by Man. Every evolution, every ecology is dutifully recorded and stored away, in hopes of usefulness._

_Unfortunately, when men and dragons clash, the consequences... well... require no explanation. This is why the Guild was created, a society of combat-savvy men and women who became the first licensed hunters. Thus the hunters' art was passed down, and when the beasts attacked, the Guild was always there to counter them, keeping both human and beast casualties to a minimum. For hundreds of years, there was always a Guild to keep people safe, but in many regions the art was only passed down through a select few apprentices every generation._

_This is the tale of one of them, his mentor, and her secrets._

Chapter 1: Selection Day

"It shall be done," said the headmaster, writing some notes on his scroll. "Marisa Rey will be apprenticed to Sir Keisi." It was Selection Day at the Academy of Monster Studies, and the senior hunters were being sent off for their apprenticeships with licensed hunters. Sir Keisi, one of the Guild's youngest licensed hunters, gave a single grim nod and smiled very briefly at his young apprentice, who eagerly followed him as he swept out of the building.

Felix sat in the middle of the line of soon-to-be-apprentices, eyeing the selection of mentors. There were many men and women in the line and a few caught his eye. A musclebound woman in a ponytail; a tall blond gentleman who could have been Sir Keisi's older brother; a small, fey girl with piercing blue eyes and a fluffy white cape around her bony shoulders. She caught his eye and grinned at Felix, and he shuddered and looked away. _Dear Lord, is she creepy._

The headmaster's voice snapped him back to consciousness, announcing the next apprentice-mentor partnership. "Toren Braceman will be apprenticed to Nora Malone." Another student stood up and followed his new mentor out of the building. Felix gauged the line and saw that there were only two more students between him and his future mentor. He wondered who it would be and hoped it wouldn't be the crazy girl.

Another student stood, formally examined by the mentors, her talents judged before selection. Sometimes, a student was unlucky and failed to be chosen because he just wasn't cut out to be a Guild hunter. Felix was worried this might happen to him - he hadn't been doing too well recently. "It shall be done - Madaline Simmons will be apprenticed to Lancelot Keys."

There were five more mentors left - the blond gentleman, the crazy girl, and three other experienced-looking hunters. Only one student stood between Felix and the next several years of his life, and he clenched his fists tightly, his nails pressing tiny crescents into his palms. He felt a bead of sweat form on his temple as the next student left with his mentor.

"Felix Thoroforce, please stand up." Felix stood reluctantly, wiping his hands on his tunic.

The blond man walked forward and looked him over, from head to toe. After asking Felix some questions about his combat and asking the headmaster, he nodded. "I'm sorry, kid. There's nothing I can teach you," he said quietly, then backed up again, the next hunter stepping forward.

Felix was rejected by the second and third hunters as well. His spirits dropped as he realized the two options he had: either an apprenticeship with the tiny girl in the cape for several years, or a life of studying tracks and dung.

The crazy girl stepped forth and looked him all over, walking calmly around him and examining him from every angle, head to toe. She coolly prodded the calluses on his hands and inspected the sewn-up tears in his tunic.

Finally she stepped back and, in a very clear voice, said, "Sure, I can take him."

Felix breathed a sigh of both relief and resignation as the headmaster intoned, "It shall be done. Felix Thoroforce will be apprenticed to Kyra Alistora."

As they left the building, Kyra gave Felix an inquisitive glance, her head tilted to one side. "Cool to meet you," she said cheerfully, sticking out her hand. He refused to shake it. _This might be a much longer five years than I thought._
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Chapter 2: First Impressions

After a tense, hour-long ride in a Gargwa-drawn cart, Kyra paid the Felyne with the reins and stepped out of the vehicle, beckoning Felix to follow her. As the cart trundled away, he took in his new surroundings. Kyra lived on a beautiful little plot of land, a rolling sea of fresh grass. A handful of simple buildings were visible not too far away: a couple of small cottages, a pen full of Aptonoth and a barn, and the largest building, a dojo.

They slowly traversed the field, Kyra walking delicately on her tiptoes and Felix refusing to look at her. When they reached the dojo, she opened the door and motioned him inside.

The dojo was very clean and well-kept. Various weapons and monster trophies lined the walls, many of them spoils from Kyra's numerous hunts. Chests full of supplies lay at the back, with a series of framed papers above them with glyphs of various wyverns.

Kyra stood in the middle of the concrete floor and bade Felix sit down in front of her.

"First of all, I'm not crazy in the slightest," she announced. Felix stirred nervously, but her expression was not one of offense, but of amusement. "I'll have you know that I've got my wits about me just fine. I would prefer it if you thought of me as just... eccentric."

"How did you - " he started.

Kyra waved dismissively. "Oh, everyone thinks that when I first meet them, you can just tell. First impressions, right?" He said nothing, so she changed the subject. "So, Thoroforce. I'm not one of those mentors who makes you wash dishes for three years before you first touch a weapon, but I DO have standards and ground rules. First - clean up after yourself. If there's one thing I can't stand, it's sharp objects lying around the dojo. Use your freaking mind," she snapped, tapping her temples. Felix nodded.

"Second, don't kill the Aptonoths unless we're in need of meat. Livestock are useful and I will not have you doing sword practice on my animals.  
>Third, outside the borders of this property are the wyvernlands, crawling with monsters. Until I've assessed that you have advanced enough to take them on, you may not leave the property on your own unless you have a damn good reason to go back to the city, in which case I will happily ring up a Gargwa cart for you and even pay for it.<p>

"Fourth, if I blow this whistle..." - at this she took a small silver whistle out of her pocket and tossed it casually in the air - "...you stop whatever you're doing and wait for instructions. And, finally, Rule Number Five."

She paused, looked hesitantly at the ceiling, took a deep breath and planted her hands on her hips as she looked back at Felix. "I'm a very good fighter. If you're stuck in combat, I will intervene - _but only if I know you cannot escape yourself._ Got all that?"

Felix nodded. Kyra grinned at him and said, "Great. As long as you follow those ground rules and listen to what I say in training, I'll make sure you get the best Guild hunter training money can buy. Any questions?" He shook his head.

Kyra nodded and drew her fluffy cape tighter around her thin shoulders. She shook out her arms and jogged in place for a moment. Then she made a sweeping gesture around her. "In my curriculum, we start with the basics of combat. Then, after a year or two, preliminary field work. By the end of these five years, I would be surprised if you weren't an expert fighter or didn't know the habits of every wyvern out there. See the shiny swords and things on the walls? Pick one and we'll start there."

Felix looked at the walls. "Uh... you choose?"

Kyra shrugged. "Fair enough." Stretching up onto her tiptoes, she reached up to take a pair of wooden swords and leather shields from the wall. "Please excuse these weapons' appearance. If I gave you a real sword, people would get hurt. Now," she said, passing him the crude weapon, "What do you know about basic fencing, Thoroforce?"
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Chapter 3: The Duel and the Arena

And so, for several days, Kyra taught Felix the art of fencing and swordfighting, using the wood swords and leather shields. He would wake aching and go to bed aching even more, where his dreams would be full of maneuvers and counter maneuvers. "Let the sword be an extension of your arm," Kyra often said. "Your weapon is as much a part of you as your hands and feet." She blocked every stroke without any visible effort, giving him pointers at every standstill. After two weeks, she gave him a test.

"All right, sunshine, we're going to try something," she chirped gaily. "Rules are simple: Prove to me that you can fence and you pass. You pass, we move on to the next stage of training."

"What do you mean, prove I can fence?" Felix asked, confused.

Kyra shrugged. "We're going to have a quick fight. Knock me down and you pass. Let's go, Thoroforce."

"Right." Felix steadied the wooden sword in his hand, testing its familiar weight and heft. He swung it to the side, only to be countered by Kyra's shield. He paused, remembering Kyra's frequent advice, and saw her grin at him. He grinned back, knowingly, and snapped the sword to the side, where it was quickly parried, but he followed it up with a jab, using the rebound to prod his mentor's sternum. A side swipe aimed at the hips sent her diving to the side, where she immediately recovered and leapt forward, poised to strike at his head. Felix held up his shield and slashed with the wooden blade, striking Kyra in the belly and knocking her down.

She stood, nodding approvingly and holding her middle. "Well done, Thoroforce. Your maneuvers are crafty and you are a decent fencer. You can fight off humans just fine."

"Thank you, Mistress Kyra," he said, unable to hold back a small smile.

Kyra held up a finger. "However," she continued, "Guild hunters do not fight humans. We fight wyverns. Now that you have proven that you can swing a weapon against a person, we're going to try it against a monster soon."

The next day, she knocked on the door of Felix's small cottage. "Heads up, sunshine. We're doing something special today and you'd better be out this door in ten minutes."

"What's going on?" Felix asked blearily, standing from his cot.

"It's a surprise. Hurry up and let's skedaddle," Kyra barked from outside. He could hear her receding footsteps over the grass as he pulled on his tunic. Outside, there was a gargwa-drawn cart. Kyra was climbing in when she saw him and beckoned him to join her. Inside the cart, Felix noticed bruises on her forearms.

"Oh, those?" she said when he asked. "That's from yesterday in our little battle royale." She didn't seem sure of the answer, and Felix was in some disbelief since he had never actually struck her arms, but it seemed believable, so he let it drop.

After another hour in the gargwa cart, the Felyne dropped Felix and Kyra off at a large, open building complex. Felix's eyes widened as he took it all in. Kyra slapped him on the back. "Take it all in, sunshine," she said jovially. "This is the Arena, and you will soon get to know it front to back and top to bottom, because we're going to be coming here every few weeks for the next five years."

"Whoa," said Felix. It was all there really was to say. The whole development looked like the campus of the Academy of Monster Studies, except a great deal larger. The Armory, where weapon and armor forging took place; the Long Hall, meals and announcements; student dormitories; the Bestiary, with stalls containing live monsters; and the largest central building, the Arena. This building was where hunters worth their salt could go up against monsters from the Bestiary for tests, lessons, and recreation.

"It's like summer camp, except year-round and for Guild hunters-in-training," said Kyra. "You'll get to know this place REALLY well soon enough. It's a place for apprentices to train and study, and while you're here, mentors can go on quests without needing to worry about their students."

"Are you leaving me here?" asked Felix.

"Not this time. Today we're going up against your first actual monster, and then we're going home." Kyra looked over, saw how alarmed Felix was, and chuckled. "Don't worry about it. We're going against a raptorial bird wyvern. A pushover."

"Keep saying that and maybe I'll believe it," Felix said, shuddering.


End file.
